L A U R A D O N N E L L Y
TO FANNY MENDELSSOHN
In the low egg yolk morning she is trying to dissolve the barlines, mathematical placements with which she is told she lives too much in her mind. She wants this to feel like song, possibility become effortless. A field. I he robin's chitter.
But each morning the family's piano-forte slides further out of tune (she hears it).
Each morning in the picture window the rhythm of practice-room, strangle-hold. (But no-was that me? What she feels, how to say?) I imagine an opaque window, sunlight through waxy paper. Someone says these distinctions dissolve, but I'm not so sure.
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